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spear, and wearing a coat-of-arms. He had once In-
structed his secretary to write privately to an editor
pointing out that the caricaturist had committed a
gross error in heraldry; but in his heart he rather
enjoyed the pictures, and it was the duty of one of
his maids to stick them into a scrap-book, inscribed
with the proper dates, for the instruction and enter-
tainment of his descendants. In fact, he had lately
been found showing the book to a boy of three, who
picked out his figure by its long nose, and said
" Granpa! " with unerring decision.

But what was the good of son or grandchild now ?
He had nothing to hand down to them but the barren
title, the old estate, and wealth safely invested in urban
land and financial enterprises which his stockbroker
recommended. Titles, estates, and wealth were but
shadows without the vitalising breath of power.
Cotton-spinners, boot-finishers, purveyors of food at
popular prices could now possess such things, and they
appeared to enjoy them. There were people, he be-
lieved, satisfied with comfort, amusements, rounds
of visits, social ambitions, and domestic or luxurious
joys? But for a Runnymede thus to decline would
be worse than extinction.

For six centuries the Runnyrnedes had served their
country. Edward I had summoned one of them to
his " model Parliament/' and the present lord could
still spell out a word or two of the ancient writ that
hung framed in the hall at Stennynge, with the
royal seal attached. Two of his ancestors had died
by public violence (one killed in battle, fighting for the
Yorkists, who Lord Runnymede inclined to think
represented the Legitimist side; the other executed
under Elizabeth, apparently by mistake), and regret-